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front of the tomb as if they were going to remain in-
definitely.

Daoud said: "Yes, people will take turns at guarding
it for five days and nights."

"How can they fear jackals when the entrance to the
tomb is buried underground?" I asked.

"It is not jackals they fear, but ghouls and jinn"

Now that the ceremony had come to an end, the war-
riors and farmers accepted bread and meat, lemonade
and halvah, a sort of candy, offered by the villagers at
small stands. The elders, however, refused to eat or
drink. Many of them trudged home for miles through
the hot sun without having had any food since early
breakfast. The law for them is that they must touch no
food within the boundaries of the village where a funeral
has taken place.

This sharp division between the elders [akils] and the
warriors [jahils] cuts like a knife through crowds in the
village streets, through groups, through families. Even
without their different modes of dress, the akils are set
apart by every word and gesture. Though they are
chiefly the older men, there are many under forty, and any
Druse after the age of twenty-five may become an akil
if he leads an honorable life and is willing to assume the
obligations and vows.

Among the families that we visited in Souieda, that of
Suli bey included one son, Ismael, who was an akil9 and
two sons, Adham and Mustapha, who were jahils* At
dinner, Ismael ate slowly, gravely, and sparingly, but his
two brothers, who had been riding hard that morning,
wolfed their food with appetite and pleasure. Mustapha
and Adham smoked their own cigarettes and mine, and